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The two (gentlemen of Verona. 


bolder to chide you, for yours, 

VaL In conclufion, 1 ftand affc&ed to, her. 

Speed. I would you were fct, fo your affection would 
ccafe. * 

VaL Laft night fheenioyn'd me, 
To write fome lines to one fhe loues* 

Speed* Andhaucyou? 

VaL Ihaue. 

Speed, Are they not lamely writt? 

Val. No( Boy)bucas well as I can do them: 
Peace, here (he comes. 

Speed. Oh excellent motion; oh exceeding Puppet: 
Now will he interpret to her. 

Val. Ma dam & Miftres, a thoufand good-morrows. 

Speed. Oh/giueye-good-ev'n : heefs a million of 
manners. 

Sih Sir Valentine ,and feruant, to you two thoufand. 

Speed. He fliould giue her int crcft: & ftie giues it him. 

VaL As you inioynd me ; 1 hauc writ your Letter 
Vnto the fecret,namcles friend of yours : 
Which I was much vnwilling to proceed in, 
But for my duty to your Ladifhip. (done. 

SiL I thankeyou (gentle Seruant) Yis very Clerkly. 

Vol. Now truft me(Madam Jit came hardly-oft : 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 
I writ at randome, very doubtfully. 

SiL Perchance you think toomuch of fo much pains? 

VaL No(Madam)ifo it ftecd you ,1 will write 
(Plcafe you command) a thoufand times a* much : 
And yet 

Sil. A pretty period : well: I ghefle the fequell ; 
And yet I will not name it : and yet I care not. 
And yet, take this againe: and yet I thankeyou : 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will : and yet, another yet. 

Val. What meanes your Ladifhip ? 
Doe you not like it? 

SiL Yes, yes : the lines arc very queintly writ , 
But (fince vnwillingly) take them againc. 
Nay, takr them. 

Val. Madam, they arc for you. 

Silt*. I, I: you writ them Sir,ac my requeft , 
But I will none of them : tbey are for you : 
I would haue had them writ more mouingly : 

VaL Pleafeyou, He write your Ladifhip another. 

Stl. And when it** writ : for my fake read it oucr, 
And if it pleafc you, fo : if not : why fo : 

VaL If it pleafc me, (Madam? ) what then ? 

SiL Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour ; 
And fo good-morrow Seruant. Extt. SiL 

Speed. Oh left vnfecne : infcrutible : inuifiblc, 
As a nofc on*a mans facc,or a Wcthercocke on a ftceple : 
My Mafterfucs to her: and fliehath taughthcr Sutor, 
He being her Pupill,tobccorae her Tutor. 
Oh excellent deuife, W3S there euer heard a better ? 
That my mafter being foribe', 
To himfelfc.ftiould write the Letter ? 

VaL How now Sir ? 
Whit arc you reafoning with your felfe ? 

Speed. Nay: I was riming : 'tis you j haac the reafon. 
VaL To doe what? 

Speed. To be a Spokef-man from Madam Silvia* 
VaL To whom? 

Speed. To your felfe : why, fhe woes you by a figure. 

Val. What figure? 

Speed. By a Letter, I fliould fay. 


VaL Why flic hath not writ to mc ? 

Speed. What need fee, 
When ftiee hath made you write to your fclfc ? 
Why, doe you notpcrccinc theicft? 

VaL No, bclceuc me. 

Speed, No bclceuing you indeed fir : 
But did you pcrceiue her earncft t 

Val. She gaue mc none, except an angry word. 

Spetd t Why fhe hath giucn you a Letter. 

VaL That's the Letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And £ letter hathflie dcliucr*d,& there an end. 

Val. I would it were no worfc. 

Speed. He warrant you, 'tis as well : 
For often haue you writ to her : and flic in modefty , 
Or clfe for want of idle fime,could not againe reply, 
Or fearing els fomc mcflcger,^ might her mind difcoucr 
Her felf hath taught her Loue himfelf, to write vnto her 
All this 1 fpeak in print,for in print I found it. (louer. 
Why mufc you fir, 'tis dinner time. 

VaL Ihauedyn'd. 

Speed. !, but hearken fir : though the Camelcon Louc 
can feed on the ayre, I am one that am nourifli'd by my 
victuals ; and would faine haue mcate : oh bee not like 
yourMiftreffc, be moucd, bemoued. £xeuut. 


Scma fecunda. 


Enter Prothem, Julia, Panthion. 

Pro. Haue patience, gentle IulU : 

lul. I mu ft where is no remedy. 

Pre. When poffibly I can, I will rcturnc. 

Jul. If you turnc not : you will return the fooner : 
Kccpe this remembrance for thy Julia's fake. 

Pro. Why then wce'll make exchange; 
Here, take ycu this. 

lul. And i'eale the bargaine with a holy kifle. 

Pro. Here fs my hand, for my true conftancie: 
And when that howre ore-flips me in the day, 
Wherein I figh not (Julia) for thy fake, 
The next enfuing howre, fome foule mifchancc 
Torment me for my Loues forgctfulnefle : 
My father ftaies my comming : anfwerc nor : 
The tide is now ; nay, not thy tide of teares , 
That tide will flay mc longer then I fliould, 
Julia, farewell : what, gon without a word ? 
I, fo true louc fliould doc : it cannot fpeak e, 
For truth hath better deeds,then words to grace it. 

Panth. Sir Prothetu : you arc ftaid fori* \ 

Pro. Goc: I come, I come: 
Alas, this parting (hikes poore Loucrs dumbe. 

Exeunt* 





Sccena Tenia. 


Enter Latum, Pantkion. 
Launce. Nay, 'twill bec this howre er* Ifiauc done 
weeping: allthekindc of the , hauethisvery 

fault: I hauc rccciu'd ray proportionate the prodigious 

fonnc, 
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Sonne, and am going with Sir Vrothem to the Imperially 
Court : I thinke Cub my dog , be the fowrett natured 
A 0 acc that liues : My Mother weeping : my Father 
vvayhne: ray Sifter crying : our Maid howling,: our 
Cattewringingher hands, and all our houte ina great 
pcrplexitie,yet did not this cruell-hearccd Curre fhcdde 
oneteare : heisaftone,averypibbleftone,andhasno 
more pitty in him chen a dogge :a lew would haue wept 
tohauefeeneour parting : why my Grandam hauing 
no eyes, lookc you, wept her felfe blinde at my parting: 
nayjlcflicw you the manner of it. This flioce is my fa- 
ther : no, this left fhooc is my father ; no, no, this left 
Ihooc is my mother : nay, that cannot bee fo neythcr: 
yes ; it is fo, it is fo : it hath the worfcrfole: this fliooe 
with the hole in it, is my mother: and this my father: 
arcqg'ance 011% there 'tis i Now fir, this ftaffc is my B- 
ftcr : for, looke you, flic is as white as a lilly, and as 
fmall as a wand : this hat is our maid : I am the 
dogge : no, the dogge is himfclfc, audi am the dogge: 
oh,the dogge is mc, and Tarn my felfe : I;fo,fo:now 
come I to my Father ; Father, your blelfmg : now 
fliould not the fliooe fpeake a word for weeping : 
now fliould I kifle my Father ; well, hce weepes on: 
Now come I to my Mother : Oh that flie could fpeake 
now, like a would-woman : well, 1 kifle her : why 
there 'tis ; heere's my mothers breath vp and downe: 
Now come I to my fifter ; marke the moane fhe makes : 
now the dogge all this while fheds nor. a teare ; nor 
fpcakesaword : but fee how I lay the duft with my 
teares. 

Panth. Launce, away, away : a Boord : thy Mafter is 
fliip'd, and thou art to poft after withoares; what's the 
matter ? why wecp'ft thou man ? away afle, you'l loofe 
theTide,ifyou tarry any longer. 

Laun. It isno matter if the tide were loft,for it is the 
vnkindeft Tidc,that euer any man tide, 
Panth. What's the vnkindeft tide ? 
Lau. Why , he that's tide here,Cr*£ my dog. 
Pant. Tut, man : I mcanc thou'lt loofc the flood, and 
in loofing the flood, loofe thy voynge,and in loollnn thy 
voyage, loofe thy Mafter, and in loofing thy Mafter, 

loofe thy feruice, and in loofing thy feruice : why 

doft thou flop my mouth ? 
Latin. For fcarc thou fliouldft loofe thy tongue. 
Panth. Where fliould I loofe my tongue ? 
Lam. In thy Tale. 
Panth. In thy Taile. 

Laws. Loofe the Tide, and the voyage , and the Ma* 
ftcr,and the Seruice, and the tide: why man, if the Riuer 
were dric,I am able to fill it with my teares : if the winde 
were downc, I could driuc the boate with my fighes, 

Panth. Come: come away man , I was lent to call 
thee. 

Lau. Sir : call me what thou dar'ft. 
Pant. Wilt thou goe? 
Laun. WeM,I will goc. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, StluiA,Thurie, Speed, Dukr, Prothetu. 
SH. Seruant. 
Vol. Miftris. 


Spee. Mafter, Sir Thurie frownes on you, 

VaL I Boy, it's for loue. 

Spee. Not of you. 

VaL OfmyMiftrefiTcthen. 

Spee. 'Twere good you knockthim. 

SiL Seruant, you arc fad* 

Val. Indced,Madam,Ifecmefo # 

Thu. Sceme you that you arc not ? 

VaL Hap'lyldoe. 

Thu. So doe Counterfcyts. 

VaL So doc you. 

Thu. What fecme I that I am not ? 

VaL Wife. 

Thu. What inftance of the contrary? 
VaL Your folly. 

Thu. And how quoat you my folly ? 
VaL I quoat it in your lerkin* 
Thu. Mylcrkin is a doublet. 
VaL W ell thcn,Iic double your folly. 
Thu. How ? 

SH. What,angry,Sir TW/0,do you change colour? 

Vxt. Giue him leaue,Madam,he is a kind of Camelion. 

Thu. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 
then liuc in yourayre. 

VaL You hauc faid Sir. 

Thu. I Sir,and done too for this time. 

VaL I know it wcl fir, you alwaies end ere you begin. 

SiL A fine volly ofwords,gctulcme,& quicklyfhot off 

VaL Tis indccd,Madam,we thank the giucr. 

SiL Who is that Seruant ? 

VaL Yourfelfe(fwect Lady)foryou gaue the fire, 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your Ladifliips lookes, 
And fpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir,if you fpend word for word with me, j fhali 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Val. I know it well fir : youhauejan Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no other trealurc to giue your followers: 
For it appcarcs by their bare Liucries 
That they Hue by your bare words. 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: 
Here comes my father. 

Duk. Now,daughter Siluia, you are hard befct. 
Sir Valentine, your father is in good health, 
What fay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much goodnewes? 

Val. My Lord, I will be tbankfull, 
To any happy mcfienger from thence. 

Duk. Know ye T)on Antonio ,your Countriman ? 

VaL I,my good Lord,I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth,and worthy efttmation, 
And not without defert fo well reputed. 

Duk. Hath he not a Sonne ? 

Val. I, my good Lord,a Son,that well defcrucs 
The honor,and regard of fuch a father. 

Duk. You know him well ? 

Val. I knew him as my felfe : for from our Infancic 
We hauc conucrft,and fpent our howrcs together, 
And though my fclfc hauc becne an idle Trcwant, 
Omitting the fweet benefit of time 
To cloath mine age with Angel-like pcrfcdlion : 
Yet hath Sir Prothetu ( for that's his name) 
Made vfe,and fairc aduanragc of his daies : 
His ycarcs but yong,but his experience old : 
His head vn-mcllowcd,but his Iudgcment ripe ; 
And in a word (for far behindc his worth - 
Comes all the praifes that I nowbeftow.) 

C He 



